TRANSFIGURATION

It; I think of nothing else; I am always trying to re-
capitulate its sudden happenings, and thus to ensure my
grasp of them. Indeed, I now realize what was still
hidden from me when I took up my pen ten minutes ago,
that my sole object in writing this account of the
incidents is that I may hold them fast, may have them so
to speak concretized before me, may again enjoy their
rehearsal at once emotionally and intellectually. I was
mistaken when I said that I wanted to settle accounts
with these memories by writing them down. The fact is
that I want to have a livelier picture of what was all-
too-fugitive at the time when it was lived through; I
want a warm and breathing picture of them, which will
make them real to me for ever. Not, indeed, that I am
afraid for a moment of forgetting that sultry afternoon,
or the queer night that followed. I need no memento, no
milestones, to mark my course during those hours. Like
a sleep walker, I move with an assured tread through
those memories, whether of the day or of the night; I see
the most trivial details with the clarity proper to the
heart rather than to our fallible intellectual memory. I
could sketch on this paper the outline of every leaf in the
green spring landscape; and now, in autumn^ I can still
fancy myself smelling the soft and pollen-laden odour of
the chestnut blossoms. If, therefore, I write this record^
and thus recapitulate those hours, I do so, not in fear
lest I should forget them, but in sheer delight at the
recapitulation. And when I attempt to describe the
exact succession of events, I shall have to keep a tight
hand on myself, for whenever I recall them I am seized
with a kind of intoxication, an ecstasy of feeling, so that
I find it hard to steady the flow of memories, and to
keep the incidents from becoming merged in a motley
confusion. So passionate, still, are my impressions when
I recall that day, June 8, 1913, on which I took a
cab.. . .